PASTOR HALL                        9I

Don't forget, Herr Pastor. I can help you if you want.

[His voice suddenly becomes hard as FRITZ GERTE conies in}
What sort of a pig-sty do you think this is? Clean up
this mess and get a move on.

[Turns and salutes GERTE.]
A prisoner doing room duty, sir.

Frits Gerte. Thank you. You may go.
[The S.S. MAN goes.]
I'd like to say a few words to you, unofficially.

Friedrich Hall

[At attention.]
At your service, Herr Commandant.

Fritz Gerte. Please forget, for a few minutes, that I'm your
superior officer.

[FRIEDRICH HALL is silent]

You aren't a young man any longer, Pastor Hall. This
camp is hard and we can't make exceptions. I've re-
leased you from closet-cleaning and from service on the
moor. That's all I can do.

Friedrich Hall Thank you.

Frits Gerte. But I can't go on favouring you for any length
of time; you must be clear about that. I've told your
wife that; she understands me.

[FRIEDRICH HALL listens attentively]
You've got twenty men and women into trouble with
your snivelling letters, isn't that enough? They've all
been arrested and it's your fault.